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up, dead and wounded. Another burst of fire fol-
lowed, and another, and the battery realised it was
being attacked from behind. They couldn't tell how
strong the enemy were, but the firing grew more and
more intense. And in a little while bombs from trench
mortars began exploding in the position. At this
identical moment they spotted five German tanks
bearing down on them a mile or so away.

" There was only one thing to be done in the cir-
cumstances, and they did it. The Troop Commanders
shouted orders to swing the guns round to engage the
tanks. It was a right-about-face. Too big a switch
for the traverse. To accomplish it the gunners had
to pick up the trail of the gun and man-handle it
round. A wicked job under close machine-gun fire
all the time. Half the gun crews were shot to bits
in no time. However, they managed to swing the
guns round at last, pointing now in the opposite
direction to what they had regarded all day long as
being their ' front line/ In fact the fire in this
quarter had ceased for some time.

" Meantime, at the Wagon-Lines a mile and a half
behind the battery position, where all the vehicles
and reserve ammunition were parked, no one dreamed
of the disaster that had befallen the battery. So
little, indeed, did they imagine it was in any danger
that the Wagon-Lines Officer said to the Battery
Quartermaster Sergeant:

"' Just take a trip up to the battery, and see if
there's anything they want.'

" The B.Q.M.S. hopped on his motor cycle and sped
off up the road towards the gun positions. Knowing
all the turns in it he drove along without paying much
attention beyond thinking what a fine afternoon it
was. On drawing nearer to the Battery he heard a
lot of machine-gun fire mixed up with the roar of the
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